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I went out and saw the outside world that had been at
war and had experienced its horrors, I should soon be-
come a parasite in my country.
Thus a few weeks later a 0-46 was winging its
way from a Bombay airport in the earlv hours of a
December morning. The vear was 1944, the sixth Year
of the war. A damp chill in the air marked our west-
ern India ''winter/' Dawn had yet to break and as I
fastened my safety belt and looked down on the old
home town, all I could see were the headlights of the
family car driving away into the darkness from which
I had run away.
At Karachi, the airport of exit from India, there was
a slight hitch and I had to stay over for a day, I made
use of my time by calling on Sir Gulam Hussain Hy-
dayatullah, the Moslem premier of Sind with whom,
many years ago, I used to play bad bridge at high stakes.
Gulam Hussain had then been in the news on some
provincial issue. Sind was one of the few provinces
which was governed during the war by elected ministers
instead of through edicts, as elsewhere in India.
Gulam Hussain had stepped into the shoes of his
predecessor, Allah Bux, who met his tragic end at the
hands of an assassin shooting at him point blank when
the victim was riding in a tonga. Allah Bux was strong
but obstinate. He had a mind and a will of his own.
He was not willing to accept all the directives of the
Moslem League and was inclined to co-operate with the
Congress.
Gulam Hussain offered less resistance. He was a Fal-
staffian figure, always charming and amiable, but hardly
the answer to a turbulent province like Sind. He was
a compromise in politics as well as in everything else.
Compromise was reflected even in his dress, for he wore